110  THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
One  of the  means of loftiness,  of ma;
morean stillness has been the choice i
strange and far-away places., for the scene.i
of art, but this choice has grown bitter 1;
me, and there are moments when I cann
believe in the reality of imaginations tl
are not inset with the minute life of It '
familiar things and symbols and place.
I have come to think of even Shakespeare5
journeys to  Rome or to Verona as th
outflowing of an unrest, a dissatisfactio
with natural interests, an unstable equ:
librium of the whole European mind tha~\
would not have come had John Palaeologw
cherished,   despite that high  and  head)
look,   copied    by   Burne-Jones   for   his
Cophetua, a hearty disposition to fight the
Turk.    I  am  orthodox  and  pray  for  a
resurrection of the body, and am certain
that a man should find his Holy Land
where he first crept upon the floor, and
that familiar woods and rivers should fade
into symbol with so gradual a change that
he never discover, no, not even in ecstasy
itself, that he is beyond space, and that
time alone keeps him from Primum Mobile,
Supernal Eden, Yellow Rose over all.
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